II

I WENT about the business of concocting the evidence
with bitter thoroughness.

I got out my suitcase and locked it. Then I looked
round for something with which to force the latches open,
I made the first attempt with a pair of nail scissors. The
locks were flimsy enough, but it was difficult to get any
leverage on the scissors. After five minutes' unsuccessful
labour, I snapped one of the blades. I wasted several
more minutes searching idly for a stronger tool. In desper-
ation I took the key from die bedroom door and used the
flat steel loop on it as a lever. The locks eventually yielded
to this treatment, but I bent the key and had to spend
more time straightening it. Then I opened the lid, stirred
up the contents and, contorting my features into an ex-
pression of outraged innocence, hurried downstairs to find
Koche.

He was not in his office. By the time I had traced him
to the beach where he was lounging about in swimming
trunks, my outraged innocence had relaxed into a sort
of cringing anxiety. The Skeltons, the French couple, and
Monsieur Duclos were down there with him. I played
with the idea of awaiting a more opportune moment,
but rejected it. I must remember that a robbery had been
committed. Objects of value had been stolen from
my room. I must behave as any normal person would
behave under such circumstances; I must report to the
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